FIGARO IN LONDON. 





| 
WHICS 





DRESSED |G LAs 
|| HERE. | fi a 
—— ea; 


Satire shouid like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarcely felt or seen.——LADY MONTAGUE. 


Poiitical Pasquinades and Politicat Caricatures are parts (though humble ones,) of Political History. 


} 


They suppiv information as to the person and 


sbits often as to the motives and objects of public men, which cannot be found elsewhere.”—CROKER’S New Wuic GUIDE 


No. 185. 
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BEGGAR BULL HELPING BEGGAR PAT. 
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The Irish Priest, the Irish Gentleman, and the Imsh Agitator, 
are all together coming to John Bull to relieve their poor, instead 
of doing it themselves, What! shall an Irish landlord employ 
his own tenantry ? No, let him seek for work in England. What! 
shall an Irish gentleman support an Irish peasant ? No, let him 
oy beg of Englishmen, j 
Ireland is beyond that of the rich English. They suck the last 
drop of blood from the veins of their country, and leave her famish- 
ing, to be supported by the chance charity of those who hate her. 
Of the many thousands received in rental by Irishmen. there does 
aot flow back in charity one single farthing to their starving 
countrymen. It is a disgrace to the name of Irishmen, and will, 
and must produce the enforced charity of Poor Laws, which our 
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Verily, the cruelty of the Aristocracy of 
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political wiseacres are just trying to prove useless in this country, 
at the very moment that they will be compelled by necessity to 
introduce them into Ireland. To what a state, indeed, should we 
be reduced, if they succeeded in rendering nugatory the merciful 
enactments of our charitable forefathers. A Poor Law is a pro- 
perty tax, properly applied; and a well-regulated administration 
of the whole law is a sure guarantee for the peace, happiness, and 
prosperity of a country. But here is poor Beggar Bull giving 
ud his last halfpenny to assist his poor friend Pat, to a set of fat 
rogues, greasy-mouthed varlets, who if they were to put their 
hands into their own pockets could pull out bundreds—but no, 
while Johnny has a farthing left, they will never cease to plague 
him; and when they have drained him of his last farthing, they 
will kick and smite him as if he was the veriest pauper that ever 
run up a score at a village alehouse, and then pulled out a House 
of Correction pass, trudzed merrily on to the next parish, leaving 
the landlord looking as sour as his own imperial beer 


INTERPRETER. 





The Blood-thirsty Tories, 

“ | said to one great stout fellow in the crowd—* For God’s sake do go 
away. We have orders from the magistrates to clear the streets, and you 
Isust go” He replied—* D—n you and the magistrates too, who is it that 
feeds and pays you?’ The other troop arrived about half-past one o’clock. 
No orders had been given to the soldiers as to how they should fire. The 
soldiers had ten rounds of ball cartridge each. When the ammunition was 
examined afterwards, 35 ball cartridges had been returned as used, but 1 
believe the soldiers bit the balls off from some of them ; the soldiers asked 
for some retreshmeut, and Captain Jordan, the high constable, wished to 
give a pint of ale to eac: man, but I objected,and ordered that they should 
have ouly half a pint, I saw two stones fall near me. I took them up and 
had them weighed. One weighed a pound and a quarter, and the other 
eleven ounces I gave directions, about eight o’clock, that the detached 
parties of soldiers should each be accompanied by aspecial constable. No 
notice was given to the people that ball cartridge would be fired. There is 
a recent order (from the Horse Guards) that when soldiers are ordered to 
fire in a riot, they must load with ball, and fire“ at” the people.” 

Captain Manning's Evidence at Wolverhampton. 
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There are some parts of this evidence which are exceedingly lu- 
dicrous. The astonishment of the captain that ‘ the great stout fel- 
low’ did not run away from a Captain of dragoons, is very 
Did the captain ever ingu ire what sort of men were Old Nol’s ‘ Iron- 
sides,’ who at Marston Moor rode down King Charles’ cavaliers ?— 
or did Captain Manning ever cogitate whether ‘ the great stout fel- 
lows of chaw-bacons would take more than a fortnight to become 
steady under arms? To go a little farther into the captain’s evi- 
dence 
and is it not humbug to assert that these men did so? But this is not 
the portion of this story of blood, to which we would direct our 
reader's attention. It is to the order issued! from the Horse Guards 
to fre av the people ; an order so infamous, so atrocious, so blood- 
thirsty, that itis in evidence that many of the soldiers themselves 
would not put it into execution, but actually bit the balls from their 
cartridges with their teeth. 
mit murder, there may have been a shadow, a shadow only, of ex- 





cuse—butin England, where the mob usually scamper, like crows | 
at the smell of powder, and where a collision with the military is of 


rare occurrence, an order like this is tantamount to a cold blooded 
murder. Now, then, let us look at the clergyman, Mr. Clare, the 
author and upholder of this villainous outrage: 


r 


‘1 was sent for by Mr. Clare a little before 7 o'clock, I saw Mr. Clare, 
and he said, ‘ Captain Manning, 1 find 1 am compelled to order out the 
troops, and you will prepare.” 1 ordered out the troops, and again went to 
Mr. Clare for orders. 
act in any Way you think fit to preserve the peace of the town.’ I said I 
could not act until he had read the Riot Act. He said he would go amongst 
the people and try to quiet them. As we were goiug down stairs I said to 
him, ‘ Mr. Clare, | am now going to mount, and I suppose your horse is 
ready, that you may accompany me.’ He replied that he could not go, or 
that he could not ride.” 


And so because the magistrates could not ride, a ferocious and brutal 
soldicry were let loose at the mob to do just as they pleased. 
Surely every magistrate’s qualification after this, should include a 
riding school’s certificate, for to this very incapability of equitation 
on {the part of the magistrates, were the Bristol riots mainly 
attributed. 
Foreign Humbugs. 
‘Ten thousand trooops are to be raised for the cause ot 
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We should have thought that the base ingratitude shewn to the 
British auxiliaries at Oporto, would have been a sufficient warning to all 
Englishmen, against engaging in the service of a foreign power. It is 
idle to say that, in fighting against Don Carlos, the auxiliaries will be 
advocating great cause of liberty. If liberty be compulsion, then, 
indeed, is the cause of of the Queen the cause of liberty. The Spanish 
people prefer Don Carlos, and we have no right to force a childish 


Queen on them. 


the Queen of 


. . .? 
Spain, - 


the 


A LECTURE ON TATOURS. 





Nobody can possibly doubt the utility of that veteran driveller the 
Morning Herald, and of course every word that falls from its oracular 
mouth is calculated to pour a flood of enlightenment upon the soul of 
the enraptured reader. It has lately been edifying readers upon 
the growth, culture, and use of the pave app/e,in a long strain of 
lelicious twaddle which it positively makes One s mouth water to peruse. 
It devoted three columns the other day to the 74ind, and published « 
double sheet on W ednesday last, to go as fully as possible into the 
pips, which were very ably descanted upon. Weunderstand the editor 
had a pip before him for nearly seven hours, before he wrote a single 
word, the compositors all waiting anxiously for copy, and anon vehe- 
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mently exclaiming, ‘Go it, my Pip-pin. 


Wehave no doubt that the editor of the knows no more of 
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the pine apple, than that hehas heard of, and d: L 
sort of filthy beverage called prime apple rum ; but as to his ever 
tasting the pine apple itscil, we doubt whether th private exchequer 
of the talented editor ever could, or ever can, stand such a luxury ; at 
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are resolve any portion of the press be before 


all events we 4 DOU 1eL 

iain utility, and we have therefore resolved upon giving a series of 
articles upon the baked fatur, in the course of which we shall divide 
ur disquisition into two ‘lacses—the mealy at the wary. We 
shall show classically, and with a bit of 3 latin, that the tirst are 


amusing. | 


who ever heard of asoldier refusing half a pint of beer ? 


He said, ‘ Clear the streets, and after that you will | 































































IN LONDON. 


the mealy or (melior,) better potatoes, and that’ the champion is 
quite of a different Aidzey from the rest. We shall also in a most 
learned way prove that Dr. Johuson, Shakspeare, and other great 
writers, either preferred the very inferior taturs or else none at all, for 
we frequently meet with Dr. Johnson’s Common-taturs,( Commentators, ) 
or else And-no-taturs, ( Annotators,) while Shakspeare and other 
geniuses we find spoken of in the same manner. Cromwell appears 
to have been asortof Dic-tatur chap, though the sort of ta¢ur alluded 
to seems to be now extinct, and as history says nothing of it, we can 
only presume: that the Dic-t«turs were a particular sort cultivated by 
one Richard Murphy. O’Connell seems rather fond of old taturs— 
atleast if we are to believe the newspapers, which are constantly 
calling him an ge-i-tatur. There is ;another class called the 
Ampu-tator, but our researches have not enabled us to bring forward 
any information relating to it. 


In Ireland, where a mob too often com- | 


A CABINET COUNCIL. 
Scene—The Zoological Gardens. 
Day—Sunday. 
Time—llalf-past three. 


Lords MeLBourRNE, Muctcrave, Howick, and Russet, discovered 
without their coats, sitting round the pump. 


Mulgrave. Worse than the West Indies, for there you see the negroes, 
/ and here you see black-legs and blue-monkies. 

Melbourne. How did you like Jamaica, my dear lord ? 

Mulgrave. Pretty well—I got through the day by lolling on a sofa, 
and firing at a mark through the window, while one of my servants 
poured out my claret and another loaded my pistols—and then | wrote 
a novel, and then you know I fingered the cash and came home to bleed 
John Bull in another vein. 

Lord Howick. Papa says I shall be a governor some day—I hope | 
shall go to Ireland—one can do as one likes there, there is always some 
row going on to bewilder the people and turn their attention from the 
Castle doings. But how well we are getting on, how quiet everything 
is, and how comfortably the people seem to wait for what we please to 
give them. I think we are safe for another two years. 

Lord John. To be sure we are; this Corporation Reform will 
wheedle them on until the dissolution, and the opposition is never 
very warm when the weather is hot. In another month all England 
will be gazing and gaping at the comet, and we shail shuffle along until 
the next session. 

Lord Melbourne. But will Billy be true ? 

Mulgrave. Billy can’t help himself—he burnt his fingers Ouce with 
a Tory revolution—and Windsor Castle is too pleasant a place to be 
risked for the chance of a Peel ministry keeping their places. 

Lord John. I believe Adelaide begins to be of the same opinion. 
| Will Rice take off the stamp duties ? 

Lord Howick. Not he—he is too knowing. Who can doubt that 
the strong hold both of Whigs and Tories, lies in the 7@norance of the 
people? Give them newspapers, and you let the Radicals into power. 

Melbourne. Letin the Radicals! filthy rogues. No opera boxes, 
no poetical ladies, no cabinet dinners, no pensions, no regiments of 
dragoons, no governorships, nothing but hard work and small pay ! For 
Heaven’s sake persuade him, Russell, to keep on the taxes. 

Lord John. Ucan’t bear the thought of taking off any taxes—I am 
sure we want all the money we can get. I hopeio raise a good rattling 
war in the course of the year, and then we'll make the sbiners fly. 

Lord Howick. A vew national debt! 

Mulorave. Glorious subsidies ! 

VWelhbourne. Rich contracts! 

Lord John. Oh, happy days! when shall I again behold you ? and 
when will it be given to me to finger the nation’s cash, and jollily 
| shower down pensions on my friends ? 
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Then to arms, my brave fellows, in France and in Spain, 
You have fought them before, you must fight them again. 
Fire away, my brave boys, in Gazettes cut a dash, 

While Russell and Rice slily finger the cash. 


Lord John. Bravo! bravo! a right good sentiment—and nobly 


sung. I will publish a Gazette to-morrow, that shall set half the world 
in arms—but here comes Lady Babble, 


(To them, Lady BaBBLE.) 


Lady Babble. Oh, my dear lord, I am delighted to find you here— 


I have seen the sweetest blue monkey your lordship was ever acquainte 
with—such a tail, such eyes, such an expressive mouth, and whiskers 
so like your lordship. 


Lord Melbourne. How kind of your ladyship to carry my portrait 


in your heart, and not even to see a blue monkey without thinking of 
the man who adores you. 

Lady Babble. Delightful man! 
phlet on population ? 

Lord John. With great benefit to myself, my lady—Lady Russell 
and I ead it every night at bed time. Your ladyship’s theory is founded 
on phrenology, I believe. 

Lady Babble. Yes: but my grand secret is to make child-bearing a 
transportable offence, andf to punish with death everv man who marries 
without a hundred per annum, certain, to support the necessary con- 
sequences of such a connexion, By the bye, if you could, inany way, 
my dear Lord Mulgrave, just contrive to sneak my seventh son, 
Augustus de Mowbray Mount Pleasant Montague Babble, into your 
office, I should take it as a favour—he is getting too old for school, and 
must be kept out of mischief; just put him in at a couple of hundred 
per annum, and you'll make me yours for ever. 

Mulgrave. Enchanting creature! Who could resist you? We have 
not a vacancy at present, but we shall be sending out some man to 
Canada shortly, and we will hook on Augustus as an attache. Will 
you allow me to see your ladyship to your carriage ? 

[ Ewveunt in full chatter. 


Has your lordship read my pam- 


THE DORCHESTER VICTIMS. 





Ministers wish to sneak out of this affair, by getting up some half- 
measure between pardon and punishment. To promise a free pardon 
after two years good behaviour in the colonies, proves nothing else but 
that the original punishment ¥, as too severe, and that having condemned 
the men to transportation, those in power did not know how to extricate 
themselves; but cruelly cut the knot by sending poor Lovelace and his 
associates out of the country. They talk now about vindicating the 
majesty of the laws—which we fear like other majesties is not good for 
much, and will not brooka close inspection. Now, however, that Mr. 
Wakley has awoke from his slumbers, and that the question will occupy 
the attention of the House of Commous, they are willing to commute 
with the majesty of the lam for a sort of half-price punishment. Ifever 
the people get the upper hand, we trust the transportation of the whole 
Carlton Club will evince the people’s opinion and condemnation of the 
Hagitious objects of that Tory Trades Union. But to what country 
could such a nest of vermin be sent—-what shore could they be allowed 
to curse with their blasting influence, How would the wild beasts of 
the forest recoil at the bideous Ernest, while some weeping crocodile 
would fly with horror at the sight of Eldon ;—and then the Barings and 
the Bankes, and the Dundases, what a merciless infliction on a barba- 
rian coast would the wretches be! 


MR.ROEBUCK AND THE PRESS. 


a 


Mr. Roebuck has put his hand into a hornet’s nest by letting his tongue 
loose upon the stamped newspapers inthe House of Commons, on 
Monday night. It is the fashion among M. P's to truckle to the 
‘sentlemen’ of the Press—to compliment and court the inky-fingered 
aristocracy of the gallery, lest in some moment of high dudgeon, Mr, 
Reporter st ould * burke’ the Hon. Member’s speech, while his wonder- 
ing constituen*y were admiring the silence of their representative. With 
Roebuck has broken the political ice of the Stamp Laws 


a vengeance Mr. 
-but we take leave to ask 


with his bold pamphlet, published last week ; 
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Mr. Roebuck whether the Society for the Diffusion of Moral and Political 
Knowledge have not taken up a superfluous work? Did not Mr. 
Penny,the unfortunate publisher of Chancery Lane—did not Mr. Cleave 
|(who still enjoys, and long may he do so, the good fortune of the 
| attempt, ) alone, unaided, and single-handed, do, dare, and venture, 
| that which the Society forthe Diffusion of Moral and Political Know- 
ledge, have been hesitating, fidgetting, and fearing to do, for the last 
four years? Away with the humbug of societies to instruct the people 
—when aman, or a boy, can read or write, the best instruction he can 
find is athis own fire-side. Make information easy of access—give a 
man his tools by teaching him to read—show him how to use them by 
| Instruction when young, and by furnishing him with materials for 
| thought, and he will not fail to till the field and reap the rich harvest 
| which is sure to reward his earnest labours. It is absurd to suppose 
that a mere pamphlet, a discussion on what has past, not what is doing, 
can do the work effectually. An actual knowledge of events is the 
grand substratum of discussion and opinion. A man must fasfe the 
dish before he can give youa proper opinion of its flavour. A news- 
paper first, and a pamphlet afterwards—one is the dinner, the other but 
the salt. We look upon these pamphlets as very honest and very 
praiseworthy in their small way, but they are after all a beggarly 
abortion, and the Society reminds us of the story in the Arabian Nights 
—where the Sultana was brought to bed of a stone instead of a fine 
chubby boy! The UNsTamMPEp have done their duty nobly, and let 
no Society attempt to pluck the laurel from their brow. 











GRAND PARLIAMENTARY TRIUMPH. 


Much has been said of the apathy of the present House of Com- 
mons, and the utter inutility of the House of Lords; but really 
we are surprised that so great a libel should have been spoken ot 
them. At all events the report of their proceedings of last Tues- 
day wili fully remove all previous impressions; for on that day 
both Houses did their duty in a manner that proves they have at 
last come to a knowledge of that which they are fit for. We will 
copy verbatim fromthe Morning Herald the report of what was 
done by the legislature on Tuesday, and we put it to any of our 
readers whether the members ever did aday’s work better suited to 

| their dispositions, or their intellects. ‘* The Lords yesterday did 

| nothing, and the Commons made no House.” Could any thing be 
more convincing than this is, of the power of the Collective Wis- 
dom and the right view they take of what it is good for.’ 


THE HELLS. 





To the disgrace of our magistracy, these places continue their career 

of unmitigated swindling, cheating, and raseality. By whom are 
| they supported? By the titled and the pensioned—by the idle, who 
l:ve upon the profits of the industry of others—by the profligate, who by 
turns victims and victimisers have the supplies for their abandoned 
pursuits—and by men reckless alike of fortune, character, credit, and 
station, who search here for that eager excitement with which the manage- 

| ment of the affairs of a great nation, entrusted to their hands, fails to 
supply them. Our home secretary is too busily employed in fostering 
elopements, and flirting with pretty women, or sporting his elegant 
| figurein opera boxes, and the ring in Hyde Park ; be bas too much petty 
| business, too much fiddling of this kind, to attend to the morals of the 
| country, or the police of this vast metropolis, which is placed under his 
| controul, and of which he is, as it were, by virtue of his office, the grand 
| superintendaat. 





FACTS, 


A FEW 


To be added to Sir R. Phallips’ ° Villion of Facts. 


It is a fact—that the Zimes has never been bought, and that it is 
quite uninfluenced by any other consideration than patriotism in its 
present 1dvo raACY of the T ries, 

It is a fact-—that Lord Castlereagh is the son of Lord Londonderry 
and that his lordship has a high regard for the Protestant religion, and al! 


+ j . 7 P ° 
other genteel decencies of society, not forgetting the select Vestris. 
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It is a fact—that Mr. W. Ord wrote in favour of the ballot, and voted 


pal Si it. 

Ditto—Sir J. Hobhouse 

Ditto—Sir H. Parnell. 

It is a fact—that Queen Adelaide is of a most delightfu i te Paar at | 
Lord Howe has no private key—and that King William has not had 


Ad 


black eve for the last fortnight. 


It is a fact—that Lady Winchester has left off flannel during the past 
in of honour and a gentleman. 


' 5 
mind, 


fact—that Sir a Kev is 2 m: 
nOy ) ) tha re } S 
Known to change iil 


It is a fact—that Sir R. Peel was never 
xcept when it suited him. 

It is a fact—that i7garo in Lon 

It is a fact—that Mr. Wakley has 


don sells 64,000. weekly. 


poken to the speaker—since his 


GREEN ROOM BON MOT. 
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“that your new comeily, 
ickstone 


* «how 


said Jerrold to S ckstone, 
Make Good Wives,’ is a failure.” Bt 
he author of ‘ Beau Nash, 
a mires would make 


‘‘T understand,” 

Hed * Good Husbands 
looked rather sheepish. ‘* But” adde 
could you be foolish enough to imagine that 
good piece s?” The author of * Rural Felicity’ 
grating of an adjacent coal-cellar. 


disappeared through a 


THEATRICALS 


every person who pays for admission, is 


Arnold has adopted a new | lan: 
So that the bill of the performance runs as 


o receive a fresh strawberry ice: 


tollows 


On Monday next, 


THE SHE SLEEP WALKER, 
Atter which, 
THE FRESH STRAWBERRY 
Followed by 
COUSIN JOSEVH, 
And to conclude with 
\ LEMON WATER IC] 
thavine limited his g 
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Arnold wil' not melt much cash in the purchase oi 


IC B, 


afraid, however, thi enerosity to those who 
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pav for admission, Mr. 


his ices 
Good Husbands make Good Wives,” was performed to a 


Buckstone s 
it is not the most successful of ¢he 


> 1 : , . I} ; 1) 1] 
select audience ou Thursday, June Tl 
ids better than it acts, There were two or three si- 
‘Cho more 


iuthor'’s etforts, and 
tuatious which bordered raher on farce, and would have be 
suitable to the dainty iudiences ot the Queen's Pheatre, 
parties who fill the private boxes to view the combination of * beauty and 
talent’ at that theatre Morris will lose by his theatre this vear toa heavy 


is getting too old and quackish for a Manager. Why did he not 


and the distinvuished 


ine—he 
recept Vestris’ offer * 

Mrs. Honey has been acting Tom Tug at the Queen’s. 
little of the sculls and a good deal of the oar in the performance. We dari 
say there is a heavy pull upon somebody for it does one good 
to see Mrs. Honey driving a cab, with a tiger, No one 
knows whose cab it is, and it looks so dashing, tabs 

ingel», at the Victoria, is a splendid drama, aud Mrs. Selby shews great 
merit and judvement in her acting of Thisbe (Madlle. Mars’ character on 
the French stage). The whole drama abounds in original situations and in- 
terest of the highest order. It will tell wel! for the new management. 

The * Roof Scrambler, or Molly Brown a Greasy-oamer over the Tiles,’ 
is a capital burlesque of ‘ La Somnambula,’ and poor Malibran must yie 4d 


the palm in excellence to Mitchell, Whose maiden delicaey, unrivalle d em- 
must inevitably insure him 


Rogers’ carica 


There was very 
these fancies 
along the strects. 


and——so rery resp 


phasis, and unparalleled excellence in the part, 
an engagement as Prima Donna for the next Opera season. 
ture of Rubiui is an exquisite parody of that fine singer's pé rsoual appear- 
ince, and his scena, ‘ No, nor think that I will floor thee,’ will, in all proba- 
bility, occasion Templeton’s retirement from the stage. 

F ide lio, at Covent Garden, is a failure in every thing but Malibran’s sing 
mg The chorus was exec rable and Templeton where he should Laws 
filled out his voice in feeling tones, broke out into a most unmusical bellow 
He should avoid this, for we think him the best English singer on the stage 


G. Cowrr, Printer, 


P U BLIS SHED ( for the Proprietor) by W 
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DS BAVER H A TS, good, 12s., usually charged 14s 
Do. Do. better, 138, do 18s 
Do. Do. best, 91s. do 26s 


The combined good qualities of W. WILKINSON’S BEST HATS are so well known 
as scarcely to need comment; their beautiful colour, Style, short nap, lightness, and 
dura e ty. far surpass any thing ever before offered to the pr iblic: in short, it is impossible 
to bring Hats to greater perfection than W. W. has succeeied in doing. The choice of 

oe will be found larger than at any other Establishment in London. Best Livery 
Hat s. 18s, wi ll resist any weather. A good assortment of Youths’ and Boys’ Hats and 
Cap s at moderate prices, 


W WILKINSON, 30, STRAND, (near Salisbury Street.) 


JUST PUBLISHED, No. 2, PRICE TWOPENCE, 
TO BE CONTINUED WEEKLY. 
6 he ARABIAN TALES ; forming a SEQUEL to the ARABIAN 
NIGHTS ENTERTAINMENTS. With elegant engravings, and 
LAYS AND LEGENDS OF ALL NATIONS.” 
IN WEEKLY NUMBERS, ONE PENNY EACH. 
(" RIMES OF LONDON 1n tHE NINETEENTH CENTURY 
Showing how the various offences are committed, and the averagé 
| number in each class of offenders; also the receivers of stolen goods :1n which 
is Ikey Solomon! with an account ot 


uniform with ‘ 


is given the only true life of the notoriot 
the number of Gaming Houses in London; the Tricks of Swindlers, in 
he life of Richard Coster, their King, Illustrated W ith numerous 
>v a Gent!eman who has had extensive experience in the defence ot 


which 
;} 1s given 
cases, 


prose uted 
IN WEEKLY NOMBERS, ONE PENNY EACH. 

AY. NECDOTES OF THE SECOND FRENCH REVOLUTION 

Ll Emo icing cetails of the Leading Occurrences in Paris, and el 


the principal persons connected with them. Illustrated by Engr: 
No. | contains a splendid portrait of Louis Philippe 


\V am Carpenter 

we OO! YS NEWLY INVENTED SELF-INSTRUCTING 
SYSTEM OF SHORT-HAND, Price only Fivepence 

ORE practical information than many systems published at TWENTS 


times the price! 
*,* Persons really desirous of acquiring this invaluable Art should be particular that 


criminals, 


al Sketches of 


erap 


~~ a 


t obtain WOOD'S SYSTEM, on account of the numerous paitry productions imposed 
O le pubitc, which ouly waste time, and can never be learned by any one 

MM rRANGE, Pater? er-row ; Purkess, Compton-street ; Clements, Pulteney street 

Pattie, High Street, Blooms»ury: Berger, Holywell Street ; Cooper, Birn inghain ; Lew 

Manchester; and all Booksellers in the Kingdom. 


ro THE LOVERS OF LITERATURI FUN, AND GOOD HUMOUR 


’ 

LA [DD's LONDON JOURNA L, Price Three-halt Pence, is Pub 

a lished every Saturday. r contams an enormous quantity of 
ormation on almost every subject. It also appears in Monthly Parts 


' & Very fair sampie o ur cheap weekly contemporaries in whic hava} iety of topies 
are Cleverly handled. Altogether, it forms a very PiqgUANT and agreeable mediey.’—Lit 


Gaz A very clever publication. issued weekly. It is most ably conducted—some- 
What satirieai—cuts Up Bab HOOKS In rig rht Goon style, and appear®rs ¢ perfectly nones 
withal.’ ’— True Sun ‘{t holds out most alluring promises -Liverpool Chronicle 


Office, 14, Chandos Street West-Strand. 


Price Three Halfpence, 16 pages roval octavo. 


ee CEBU KS POLITICAL PAMPHLEKTS. This day is published, 
a Lette. to the Electors of Bath, on the Corporation Reform Bill, 
y J, A. ROEBUCK, Esq., M. P., being the second of the Political Pamphlets for the 


on the means of conveying information to the people,” was pub 


hed last 
Office, 14, Tavistock Street: W. Strange, Paternoster-row ; and may be had of 


all Booksellers in town and country 


7-3 K 


The above are manufactured of the 
style \f fash on—they never spotwit 
FRANKS AND CO., 

Sole Patentees and Manufacturers 
140, Regent Street, West 
62, Redcross Street, City 
Paris . 97 Ru e Richeleu 
fEdinburgh 6, St. Andrew Street 
Dublin. pp sebveer aly vtlotely 


sold by 


FINES BEAVER HATS, 21s 
BEST BEAVER HATS, 17s. 6d 
SUPEKB GOSSAMER HATS, 12s. 


most choice materials, and finished 


h rain nor lose their shape 


in the highesi 


London 


N.B.—Franks and Co.arethe only Manufacturers who really supply the Pubiic at 


Vy holesale Price 


13, Neweastie Street, Strand 


STRANGE, 21, PATERNOS TER ROW. 


ess ses eee eens 


SRNR ce 


